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but dimmed eve, glazed by the pale moonlight.
Our peaceful sanctuary was violated!
I borrowed the very old gun of the yerj old
butler, and watched for the moment of my re-
yenge till daybreak, but it was never satiated.
A few months after this, haying received an
invitation to a delightful residence near the sea,
and at the same time to meet some families of
the county, among whom was to be " my own
dear somebody/' Seymour and I had set off in
high glee with such a break in the monotony of
our monastic habits.
That afternoon, then, I was riding by the
side of this " somebody." A sort of confidence
had arisen between us, very delightful and un-
accountable ; except simply that, on one side
of me, as I rode along the edge of the cliffs,
there was the Atlantic looking lowering and
stormy, mingled in the horizon with the still
drearier sky, broken or relieved by the contrast
of a very lovely girl.
At this moment it was blowing and raining
heavily, and, as she cantered along, my admira-
tion of her was anything but diminished, when
I witnessed the cheerful and good-natured in-
difference with which she treated a boisterous
day of " bleak and chill December."
Being an ardent sort of little personage, she
had been descanting with considerable anima-
tion and enthusiasm on a subject which affected